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within the confines of this Holy of Holies. A section
always changing, coming and going, like the seasons
of the year.

Few non-Communists are ever allowed inside the
doors and we have to thank someone who stayed
with us during our sojourn in Moscow for entrance
to the Lux.

Entrance is not for any. Oh no ! You have to
know who you wish to see first, and they are rung
up on the phone to confirm it. Then your passport
is taken from you and you are given a " Propusk," *
which has to be signed by the one you have visited
before you are given back your passport. You climb
up to whatever floor your " friend " lives. On the
first floor you will see a restaurant of sorts, more
like a quick-lunch counter than anything else.
They have a German chef to cook for them what
little food there is, for true Communists survive on
the minimum, partly because of their religion,
mostly because they cannot get any more.

Through dark and none too clean corridors you
wander, the stench of boiled cabbage and other
sweet smells following you to the farthest extent of
the building.

Dark figures flit past you silently, no one speaks,
you are a stranger. There is something eerie and
deadening about the atmosphere in this one-time
hotel and you are left to your own initiative to find
your way about . . . which is no easy matter.
Space is measured, the inmates receive one room

* Permit.